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BRAND MATERIALS 
LEATHERS, WALL PAPERS, WINDOW BLINDS, PAINTS. 
DIRT PROOF, ROT PROOF, GERM PROOF. 


Can be washed as they stand. Ask the Upholsterers and Decorators to shew you Samples 
before furnishing or decorating ; they are worth investigating. 


INSIST ON SEEING THEM. 
Their Properties are Extraordinary and Unique. 
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UNIQUE OFFER OF oF BDAN Ny. 


OLD VINTAGE 





CIGARES,.JOY 


(Joy's Cigarettes) 
Immediately Relieve 


ASTHMA, WHEEZING, 
CHRONIC BRONCHITIS 


All Chemists, box of 35, 2/6, or Post Free 
WILCOX, 83, Mortimer St., London W. 














» have decided to offer . yortion of our Stock of fine Old Cognac Brandy to the 
Public aces. comprising sume Dozen of 
1872 and 1875 Vintages. 
Previous to the ravages of the “ Phylloxera” in the Cognac district. we were well known 
to the Trade as the Largext Shippers of Fine Brandy outside London, and this fact enables 
us to make our present offer. These Brandie« were shipped by Mese«rs. L. Ducass« & Co., 
Cognac (from whom we have bought Brandy for over 50 years), in 1880, and were recently 


Bottled by us in Bond. We have no hesitation in saying that 
The equal of these fine Champagne Brandies is hardly to be 
found; they are, in fact, priceless. 
We offer the 1872 Vintage at the very moderate price of 135s. per doz., and the 1875 at 130s. 
per doz. (an allowance of 5s. per dozen may be deducted by purchasers of not less than 3 
dozen Terms: Cash, or Bankers’ or Trade References. Carriage Paid -W.& 4% KENT 
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HOOPING COUGH 
CROUP. 


ROCHE’S HERBAL EMBROCATION. 

The celebrated effectual cure without interna 
medicine. Sole Wholesale Agents, W. Eowsnos & 
Son, 157, Queen Victoria street, London 
Sold by most Chemists. Price 4s. per bottle 
Paris—Rosears & Cit., 5, Kue de la Paix 
New York—Povorns & Co., North William street 








CYCLES 
Fitted with Dunlop Tyres @ Dunlop-Welch Rims 


KNOWN THROUGHOUT THE WORL)D 
FOR SURPASSING 


EXCELLENCE OF MATERIAL | 
EXTREME BEAUTY of FINISH | 


LIGHTNESS and 
EASE OF PROPULSION. 


Catalogue for 1898 post free. 
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THE SWIFT CYCLE CO., Ltd., with which is tn- | 


er rpo ated the COVENTRY MACHINISTS CO. L 4 
|e 15 & 16, Holborn Viaduct, London BC C 


ROWLANDS’ 
ODONTO 


Is the Best Dentifrice; it thoroughly 
Cleanses the Teeth from all Impurities, 
Produces a Pearl-like Whiteness, Pre- 
vents Decay, and Sweetens the Breath. 
If you wish to Preserve your Teeth and 
keep them 


SOUND AND WHITE 


use only Rowlands’ Odonto. Sold by 

Stores and Chemists. Write A. Row- 

tasp & Sows, 2, Hatton Garden, 
London, for cash prices. 
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LIBERTE, EGALITE, FRATERNITE. 


[** Vive la France !’’—Dr. Tanner.} 


We may not be a model race 
By other people’s rude report, 
Our quivers do not fill apace, 
Fecundity is not our forte ; 
But fling what dirt they will upon her 
Our France is still the soul of honour! 


We may not have a high respect 
For virtue’s arbitrary rules ; 
We may not actively reflect 
The influence of Sunday Schools ; 
But oh! we love the Christian rite 
Of jumping on the Israelite! 


We may not be distinguished much 
In point of penetrable wit, 
For our peculiar sort is such 
That few can really fathom it; 
But even Teutons recognise 
The genial fun of our Assize! 


This is the way that we commence : — 
We first assume the prisoner’s guilt 





Until he prove his innocence 

Up to—or slightly t—the hilt ; 
A single alibi should og 
But custom rather leans to two. 


And though the prosecution fail, 

We have the option, just the same, 
Of clapping people into gaol 

To keep our honour free from shame ; 
We always do like this, you know, 
In dealing with a bordereau. 


French leave (a liberal kind of scope) 
To gallant witnesses we grant, 
To ventilate the loyal hope 
That France may still remain extant ; 
The Bench will also let the crowd 
Say “Good old Army!” quite aloud! 


Facing, in fact, a martial camp, 
No learned counsel dares collide 
With men of military stamp 
Appearing on the judge’s side ; 
If they prefer to speak, they may ; 
If not, they look the other way. 


And when the jury, men of sens , 
And loth to find an early tomb, 





Return with swift incontinence 

To tell the predetermined doom— 
Oh! then the sacred courts become 
A blessed pandemonium ! 


Liberty Hall we name the spot! 
There stands Fraternity in arms ; 
There Justice deals the Equal lot ; 
There Freedom spreads her ample 
charms : 
There men may gather at a glance 
The Triple Motto made in France! 


What though perfidious Albion mock 
The laws of our enlightened land ? 
Sons of a brutal Saxon stock, 
What can they ever understand ? 
Give us your Celt, your Dr. Tanner, 
He has the true Parisian manner! 


«“__. ACOORDING TO ST. KRUGER.” 


Any judge giving independent decision 
will be prosecuted with the utmost rigour 
of the—Volksraad (vice Law resigned). 

The Volksraad is supreme, i.e., as long as 
it acts in accordance with my wishes. 

Any judge venturing to differ from me 
will be summarily dismissed. 

No verdict ever to be allowed in favour of 
an Qutlander. 

Chief Justice Korzz, in consideration of 
his long and meritorious services, to be 
invested with the Order of the Boot. 











PROBABLE EFFECT OF THE FRENCH 
ADULATION OF SIR WILLIAM. 


(“Sir Witt1am Hancovnt has suddenly leapt 
to fame in France. If the opimon of foreigners 
ts the jud t of posterity, then Sir 
ILLIAM is sure of having his memory reg same 
In his onslaught on Mr. Coamprntain the French 
Press finds wit, wisdom, and statesmanship.” 
Daily Mail.) 
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Father Nile employing a mummified * chestnut ’) “Wet, I’Lt Be ‘pammMEep’!” 





(“ The Khedive in Council has approved a contract just coneluded with Messrs. Jonn Arrp & Co. for the construction of two great dams for the 
storage and control of the waters of the Nile.’"— Times, Feb. 22.} 
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LENTEN ENTERTAINMENTS. 


~AssIsTING at a morning performance and 
sitting behind a matinée hat. 

Wading through an “advanced” novel 
from cover to cover. 

Performing a regulation pleasure trip in 
defiance of wind and weather. 

Listenmg to the speeches at a public 
dinner when a ponderous nobody occupies 
the chair. 

Riding to hounds on an uncertain mount 
over a dangerous country. 

Making a first attempt to master the 
mystery of keeping one’s equilibrium on a 
bicycle. 

Dining with a bore to meet a bounder at 
a third-rate club. 

Setting fire to the kitchen chimney of 
one’s house, and hearimg an engine coming 
to the rescue. 

Spending a morning in making, under 
orders, miscellaneous purchases at one of 
the many stores. 

Knocking off an article of three thousand 
words with neuralgia in one’s head and the 
printer’s boy at the door. 

Taking part in a wedding or a funeral— 
the latter for choice. 

Calling on twenty “at home days,” and 
having to drink a cup of tea in every other 
house. 

Sitting for a photograph to appear in a 
publication to be called “Celebrated No- 
bodies.” 

Catching the influenza, or any of the long 
list of ailments passing for that ubiquitous 
disease. 

And last, but not least, being ill oneself, 
to have to listen calmly to the descriptions 
of the symptoms of one’s friends. 








AN OARSMAN’S DIARY. 


Monday.—The Sportsman says: “The 
Eight shows considerable improvement, 
Jackson, the new heavy-weight, having 
come on very much during the past week. 
The order of the crew may now be taken as 
definitely settled.” Good! Cut out ex- 
tract and send it home. Am tubbed in the 
afternoon. Coach says my beginning is 
much better, but must try to swing more. 
Row a full course in the Eight. My slide 
comes off in the first minute, and we have 
to go back to the start. President much 
annoyed. Says so. I said I had tried my 
best to keep slide on. He says I must 


better my best. Nofurther mishaps. Get 
pumped before we’ve gone half-way. 
Coach shouts, “More work, six.” Just 


get to the finish. Dead tired paddling 
home. Dinner. Bed at 9.30. 

Tuesday.— Very stiff this morning. 
More tubbing, with elaborate explanations 
of proper method of working. Short course 
in the Eight. Stroke keeps splashing me 
at every stroke. Tell him so afterwards 
jocularly. He says, “ How can I clear the 
water if you ram your hands down into the 
bottom of the boat?” He never can see a 
joke. Coach says he thinks I’m improving 
slowly—which isn’t too cheerful. Have got 
two raw places on hands and my knees are 
badly chapped. President asks me why on 
earth I can’t use those legs of mine better? 
No reply ready, so say nothing, but smile. 
He doesn’t smile. Dull dog. 

W ednesday.—President and coach whis- 
per together before the Eight starts. Omi- 
nous. Hear rumour that Owen may be 
Try not to believe it. If Owmn 


sent for. 
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_Brown (as Hamlet) to Jones (as Charles the Second). ‘“‘’Nonmovs amount or Taste 
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does come they can’t mean to row him at 
No. 6. He’s too light for that. Another 
full course, in last minute of which, just as 
stroke begins to spurt, I catch a crab and 
bring the row to a premature end. Every- 
body angry, instead of being thankful at 
not having had to row on. My rigger 
badly twisted. Boat rolls awfully as we 
paddle home. President furious, coach 
gloomy. They whisper again together 
after the Eight comes in. Don’t like it a 
bit. 

Thursday.—Letter from home begging 
me not to overdo it. On arriving at river 
find Owen there. Evident constraint in 
his greeting. Eight goes out for short 
paddle. On returning, President says he 
won't want me next journey, as he wants 





to try Owen. Eight goes out again with 
Owen at No. 6. He’s rowing atrociously, 
but coach has nothing but praise for him. 
There’s no fairness in the world. 

Friday.—Letter from President saying 
he has had to make up his mind to row 
Owen instead of me. anks me for trying 
so hard, and adds that he’s sorry he’s had 
to relieve me of my seat, but his duty com- 
pelled him. Write home saying I’ve re- 
solved to take their advice. Shall give up 
rowing and take to golf. 

Saturday.—The Field says: “The sub- 
stitution of Owen for Jackson has already 
caused a great improvement.” Wish I 
knew who wrote that rubbish. J think 
crew are going as badly as possible. No 
matter. A time will come. 




















100 PUNCH, 


OR THE LONDON 


[Marcu 5, 1898, 











| 








- a 


~ 


a 


sth: 


/ 2 


DIREFUL 


TB. Fr 


; Chasers, Ah Will a “i aie 


inne 


1, (aan dia \ 
ia ee we wed 


z 


DAMAGE. 


Loose Horse, with habit skirt, bolting amongst Hounds. 


M. F. H. (in his agony). ‘‘ Witt Nopopy 


STOP THAT CONFOUNDED CLOTAES-HORSE!” 








OUR LITERARY PARAGRAPHS. 


(Special and exclusive. ) 


Ow Thursday next the whole of the civilised world will thrill 
with delight unspeakable. On Thursday will an event take place 
sufficient to make the date memorable in the history of our era. 
On Thursday, in a word, many thousands of impatient readers 
will be enabled at last to obtain a new volume of poems written 
by Mr. Barpiet! Lest we be thought to exceed in enthusiasm, 
we cannot dare as yet to speak of Chirpings and Twitterings in 
the terms it deserves. But, having had the unique privilege of 
studying the proof-sheets, we cannot forbear to say that poems 


more lofty in diction, more beautiful in thought, or more ex- 
quisite in style, are not to be found in the English language. 
Not SuHakspeare himself could have penned a gem so perfect as 


the “ Ballade of Blackbeetles” The 


contained in this volume. 


| appearance of —~ and Twitterings will mark the beginning 


of a new epoch in English literature. 

The days of Grub Street are gone for good. It is an open 
secret that the majority of our authors nowadays are simply 
rolling in wealth. As an instance, we may mention that the 
enterprising proprietor of the Family Coalscuttle is paying Miss 
SxRieier no less than half-a-guinea for the short stories (each 
amounting only to about four thousand words) which she is con- 
tributing to that popular magazine. Miss Sxrisier has just 
finished a sketch, based on her own experience, of the require- 
ments of a nursery governess. Extending only to three or four 
lines, it is a masterpiece of jenesatanhed pathos, and doubtless 
will obtain for her the position she covets. We understand that, 
after much consideration, she has decided to grant the privilege 
of publishing this gem to the Times, and it may be looked for in 


the advertisement columns of that journal in the course of next 
week. 





It will interest all readers of Mr. Brown’s novels to learn that 
this favourite author will spend next Saturday to Monday at 
Gravesend. As the scene of his next romance is laid there, he 
intends, with his usual care for detail, to obtain his “local 


colour” by a visit to the neighbourhood. It will be remembered 

| that he has already immortalised Exmoor and the Doone valley 
| by his last novel. It is stated that some obscure author of the 
|name of BLackmore once wrote a tale or a poem dealing with 
the same locality. 





What a pleasant relief it is to turn from the morbid sentiment 
|af the older poets to brief, brisk ballads of noble deeds! Such 
fare to be found in the magnificent and unrivalled es ot 

Mainly Midshipmen, Mr. Ovpsar’s latest volume. ey will 
surely stir the blood and quicken the pulse of every true and 
patriotic Englishman. Nothing could be more convincing than 
the “Ballad of the Imperence,” which describes how a British 
fishing-boat fought and captured a fleet of the Spanish and 
French navies, consisting of sixty-two men-of-war. ow feeble 


a poem seems TENNYSON’S Revenge by the side of this consummate 
masterpiece ! 








PARIS HERSELF AGAIN! 

The Boulevards. Time—A/fter a quarter of a century o7 Liberty, 
Equality, and Fraternity : An excited crowd assembled. 

First Republican (with indescribable enthusiasm). Long live the 
Army! 

S cond R. (confirmatory). Bravo, bravissimo ! 

Third RB. (going one better). Long live the Generals! 

Fourth R. ( following suit). Yes, yes, well said ! 


SCENE 


Fifth R. (in an ecstacy). live the glorious Jury! 
Srath R. (not to be outdone). Hip, hip, hip, hip, hip! 

. eet . (with passionate devotion). Long live the gallant 
udge ! 


Kaghth R. (equal tothe occasion). Oh, joy ! oh, gay ! oh, tra-la-la! 
Ninth R. (in accents of thunder). ng live the victorious 


verdict ! 
Tenth R. {Ceeepting the situation). Ah! Glorious! Magnificent ! 
Eleventh R. (in a frightened whisper). Long live the Republic ! 
[The entire population go for ‘‘ the traitor,” and the curtain falls as 
he runs for his life. 

















| 
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THE LATEST THING IN CRIME. 


A DIALOGUE OF THE PRESENT 


Scene—Mrs. Featuerston’s Drawing-room. 


discovered calling. 


Mrs. Thistledown (taking up a Novel on a side-table). ‘‘ The Ro- 


| mance of a Plumber,” by Pau. PosH.ey. 


| you don’t mean to tell me you read that man / 
Mrs. Featherston. I haven't had time to do more than dip into | 
Oughtn’t I to read him 

r. PrncENEY told me the other 
but really it’s too bad to repeat such things. 


such persons. 


| ranks, and a law to keep him there. 


| he passes them, and the best rooms in the 
| first hotels to be kept for his exclusive use. 


it as yet. But why, Ipa? 

Ida. Well, from something 
day 
knows, there may be nothing in it. 


Flvssie. Still, you might just as well ¢el/ me, Iva! 


I should never dream —— 


Ida, After all, 1 don’t suppose there’s any secret about it. 
seems, from what Mr. PoyceNEY says, that this Mr. PosHitey 


you must promise not to say I told you—— 
Flossie. Of course—of course. But do go 
Mr, PosHuey do? 


Ida, Well, it appears he splits his infinitives. 
Floss'e (h rrified). Oh, not really ! But how cruel of him! Why, 
I met him at the Dracnetrts’ only last week, and he didn’t look 


at a// that kind of person ! 


Ida. I’m afraid there’s no doubt about it. 


notorious. And of course any one who once 


Flossie. Yes, indeed. Quite hopeless. At least, I suppose so. 


Isn’t it ? 
Ida. Mr. Poxceney seemed to think so. 
Flossie. How sad ! 


what is it ?—infinitudes ? 

Ida, My dear, I thought you knew. 
any questions. 

Flossie. Well, whatever it is, I shall tell 


me anything more of his. 


But can’t anything be dun-, Ina? 
there any law to punish him? By the bye, how do you split— 


I really didn’t like to ask 


I don’t think one ought to encourage 


paY. | 
Mrs. TuisTLEDOWN | 
| 


My dear Fossre, 


One never 
Of course 


It 


on, Ipa. What does 


It’s perfectly 
takes to that—— 


Isn’t 


Mupres not to send 








For Architects. 


Q. Why should the House of Lords always uphold the decisions 


of the Ecclesiastical Courts ? 


A. Because it is only natural that the Court of Arches should 


be supported by its Piers. 











WHAT TOMMY WANTS. 

(From various Points of View.) 
Turee hundred a year for a quarter of a 
century, and a retiring two-thirds pension. 
The conscription to drive him into the 


No wine, no beer, and no recreation. 
The police to touch their helmets when 





Songs about his prowess in the piping 
times of ace, and newspaper articles 
about his iodine in the field of battle. 

A full-dress debate in the House of | 
Commons. 

Entire reorganisation with any number | 


| of new regulations. 





| machine with the intelligence of an average 


To be treated like a man of sense up to | 
the standard of a double first or a senior | 
wrangler. 

To be considered merely as a fighting 


child of six. 

To be sent all over the world to do any- 
thing. 

To be kept at home to do nothing. 

(Possibly his own point of view.) Not to 
be bothered any more, but to be left 
severely alone. 








PROVERB RE-ADJUSTED FOR FRENCH 
USE SINCE Z La ‘IRisL.—‘‘‘ Labori’ non 
omnia vincit.” 














ARTISTIC SYMPATHY. 


Susan. ‘‘ Lon, Miss Exia, 1 wonper you 've THE ‘Karr TO Pay, 
AND YOU JUsT IN yeuR BLACKS FoR your Poor Uncie!” 

Miss Elia, ‘‘ Don’? BE SILLY, SvusAN ! 
PLAYING ON THE BLAcK Norgs!” 


Can't you sez I'M ONLY 





SPORTIVE SONGS. 

A Knight-errant visiting a West End Emp 
rium for the purpo.e of purchasing a Wed 
ding Gift, is unable to accomplish his purpose. 


Wauart shall I give to show my mind 
Has never changed like yours ? 
What shall I give with ardour blind, 
With love that still endures ? 
This writing-case, or dress:ng-bag, 

That set of dinner plate, 
Yon epergne fashioned on a stag 
That ’s looking for a mate ? 


Or will you have a looking-giass, 
Vherein to greet your face, 

That must all other maids’ surpass 
In plenitude of grace ? 

Or shall I send some porcelain rare 
That hails from far Nankin ? 

Or statuette of damsel fair 
In garment passing thin ? 

A clock! "Twould surely tel! the time 
With quick unerring beat 

It marks the hours, and in its chime 
The hours old days repeat. 

There is a necklace fit for Her 
Who rules our native land ; 

I’d buy it without more demur 
Did you but by me stand! 


Oh! little one! Oh! cruel one! 
What can I choose for you, 


And never speak of what is done, 
Nor yet of pledge untrue ? 


jthey? They won’t help me to 


If all this shop were mine, I'd say, 
“Take all, and I'll be rich, 

So that I still could Love obey, 
And shrine you in my niche.” 


But now I can’t—you’ve changed your 
troth. 
A wasted knave am I. 
I wish you joy—nay, joy to both, 
And bitter thoughts defy. 
What can I give you, jewels, ore, 
The choicest in the mart ? 
No, nothing! for in Nevermore 
L gave you once my heart! 








JOHN BULL AT HOME. 


B. (doing her best). Cheer up, 
Things are really fairly satisfac- 


Mrs. 
Joun ! 
tory. 

J. B. (dolefully). You mean well, dear, 
but it’s of no use. 

Mrs. B. (encouragingly). But the fleet is 
strong and the army improving. 

J. B. (with a heavy sigh). What are 

ar my loss. 

Mrs. B. (enthusiastically). But the coun- 
try was never so rich and so prosperous. 

J. Tt. (shaking his head). Pr rity and 
wealth are good im their way. But a poor 
consolation for my loss, my dreadful iors. 

Mrs. B. (losing her patience). What 1s 


| this dreadful loss? 


J. B. The cricket contest in Austraiia! 
{Tears and curtain. 
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Tourist (at small Irish inn, miles from anywhere). ‘‘LOOK HERE, WHAT DOES THIS MEAN ! 
[ Leer My Boors ovr Last NIGHT, AND THEY HAVEN'T BEEN TOUCHED.” 


Landlord (with honest pride). ‘‘Turue For 


ye, Sorr! AN’ BEGORR’, IF YE'D LEFT YOUR 


Gowtp Watca AN CHAIN OUT, DIV'L A SOWL WUD ’A TOUCHED THEM NAYTHER!” 














THE REVIEWS OF REVIEWERS. ? 


In the current number of the Author, 
Sir Wavrer Besant expresses a fear that 

the reputation of the reviewer and the 
influence of the review” are likely “to 
decay end die altogether.” That this 
calamity may be averted, Mr. Punch has 
selected a few of the best models for the 
benefit of the budding critic, who cannot 
do better than follow one or other of these 
examples. He has, let us suppose, a novel 
entitled Cabbage and Caterpillar before 
him for judgment; how is he to word his 
opinion of it? If his notice is to appear in 
an old-fashioned journal, he may prefer the 
Pompous Style. This has a long-estab- 


lished reputation, and is not difficult to 
write. Ez. gr.:— 

“ AnisToTLe lays down, we believe, the 
remarkably sound principle that the end of 
a volume should invariably be placed after 
the beginning, and it is noteworthy that 
Prato, by offering no confutation of this 
theory, tacitly admits its truth. With the 
help of this profound dictum, therefore, we 
turn to examine the latest ephemeral pro- 
duction of the moment, a novel with the 
title of Cabbage and Caterpillar. Gene- 
tivus qualitatis cum epitheto, as VERGIL so 
touchingly remarks, and we discern the 
applicability of the line to the character of 
John James Jones, who figures as the hero 
of this narrative. How far his conduct 


ecnforms to the dramatic unities of time 
and place is another matter. But while 
there is much that is weak, there is also 
much that is strong in this volume; and 
while we regret that its author has not 
seen fit to exercise his talent upon a more 
suitable theme, we can state with equal con- 
fidence that no more appropriate subject 
could possibly have been found. In short, 
cur verdict may be tersely summed up in 
that admirable epigram of MoLiERe’s, ‘A vez- 
vous le crayon’ Non, mais jai le pa- 
pier.’” 

This kind of review impresses your 
readers, and can hurt nobody’s feelings. 
his last pomt should always be remembered 
by the youthful critic. Never “slate” a 
book, for its writer may one day review a 
volume of your own. When in doubt, 
keep it vague. At times, however, you 
may venture upon eulogy. is is best 
done in a literary weekly, when you can 
employ the Cultured Style. It is a little 
more difficult to manage than the Pom- 
pous, but you can win a reputation by it 
tor “rare distinction in criticism.” A spe- 
cimen is appended. 

“*Twere scarce of a need obtrudent to 
pass pat judgment on a work so masterful, 
so purely rare, as Cabbage and Caterpillar. 
Fain would the critic allow the true dis- 
ciple to taste a sweet delight, to purchase 
it hereafter, mere and unkempt, trom the 
second-hand book-stall ; so, surely, his the 
greater rapture. Yet, if ’tis needful to 
olare abroad its fame, rather than, as were 
meet, to hide it from the public gross and 
sluttonous, the task is lightly accom- 
plished. To say that it is magnificent were 
to insult it strangely, so far its beauties do 
transcend all modes of speech. Herein you 
shall find wit, herein pathos, herein all else 
that makes towards perfection. Gracious 
and fair as some June blossom is the style ; 
the beautiful secret of beautiful prose irks 
not, elusive, the author of Cabbage and 
Caterpillar. To say more were something 
otiose, to hint less were flatly wrong.” 

When you have written sufficient notices 
in this style, you will collect them and re- 
publish them in volume form, after which 
your fame as a critic will rapidly increase. 

‘lhe Egotistic Style is very popular just 
now, and may be safely recommended. Its 
special advantage is that it relieves you 
from the troublesome necessity of reading 
a single page of the volume. Lz. gr.:— 

“I picked up Cabbage and Caterpillar 
directly after lunch yesterday ; and I may as 
well mention that my fare had consisted of 
chops, a pint of lager beer, and cheese. 
Isn’t it strange how one has chops for 
lunch nine days out of ten? Gone are the 
old times, when one gladly added raspberry 
puffs, Turkish delight and sherbet to the 
meal. I wonder, dear reader, whether, like 
myself, you always preferred pink sherbet 
to the ordinary kind ? I sigh still when I 
see it in the confectioners’ shops, so distant 
and dim are the days becoming when I, 
| too, quaffed pink sherbet. Well, age has 
| its consolations; best of all, it brings us 
| tobacco, that soothing gift of the gods. 
| Personally, I incline to the cigarette rather 
| than to pipe or cigar; the taste for things 
| Turkish lingers in me still, it seems. So, 
/as I was saying, I sat down in my second- 
best arm-chair, lit a cigarette, and picked 
up Cabbage and Caterpillar. Unfortu- 
nately, my space is now exhausted, so I 
can only add that it is a novel of one 
volume, containing 312 pages, and is bound 
in green cloth.” 
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PLAIN ENGLISH. 


Joan Butt. “’SCUSE ME, M’SOO! WHAT ARE YOU DOING ON MY GROUND?” 
Frencno Exprorer. ‘‘MON CHER, JE N’Y SUIS PAS.” (Aside.) “MAIS, J’'Y RESTE!!” 
Joun Buti. “YOU MAYN’T BE THERE. BUT OUT YOU GO!!” 
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A TOO-FEEBLE EXPLETIVE, 


MacSymon. ‘“‘I sAW YOU WERE CARRYING FOR THE PROFESSOR 
YESTERDAY, 8 xpy. How pozs HE Pray?” 
Sandy. ‘‘Eu, YON MAN ’LL NEVER BE A GowFFreR DIV YE KEN 


WHAT HE SAYS WHEN HE FOOZLES A Ba’?” 
MacSymon. ‘‘No. WHAT DOzs HE say?” 
Sandy. ‘‘‘ Tur-rur!’” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Who’s Who ? is an annual that, like the poor, we seem to have 
always had with us. The edition just out (Apam & CHARLES 
BLACK) is, in fact, its fiftieth year. Last year, by the original 
and well-directed energy of a new editor, . Doveias SLADEN, 
it was transformed into one of the livest serials of the kind. It 
is, in truth, so complete as to enable my Baronite to dispense 
with several works of contributory information. An especially 
interesting and valuable item is the private addresses in town and 
country of one’s friends and correspondents. In briefest space it 
gives all that need be known about a man—the date of his birth, 
whom he married, where he was educated, what he has done, 
how he amuses himself in leisure moments, and where he lives. 
Its nearly 7,000 biographies are supplemented by much useful 
miscellaneous information. 

Mr. Bram SroxeEr, having lately harried the world, in Dracu’a, 
with one of the most blood-curdling novels of the age, makes amends 
by giving us what my Baronite declares is one of the prettiest. 
Miss Betty (PEARSON) is a story of the days of WALPOLE. 
Bram, in making studies for his background, has happily 
caught something of the flavour of the literary style of the age. 
Miss B-tty is a eruing girl, and wins her affianced from evil 
ways by a device it would not be fair to disclose in anticipation of 
the safely-promised pleasure of roan the i 

Art is long, especially when turned in the direction of book- 
making. Life is short; books to be reviewed are multitudinous ; 
and available space in Mr. Punch’s columns is exceedingly small. 
But my Baronite rarely resists the temptation to take up a novel 
bearing the brand Hutcusson. They are a publishing firm of 
comparatively new standing But they must have a taster of 
uncommonly quick, true instinct. Certainly they have of late 
introduced to the public some promising new hands. Mary E. 
Mann, the authoress of The Cedar Star, was never before heard 
of'in these parts: Butshe is bound to go far. To with 
she has, what is not a common virtue among women who write 
books, an excellent literary style. She can draw a character, real 
live man, boy or girl, in a few strokes, is inventive of plot and 


abundant in incident. Betty Gervois and the Rev. William Oarlyon, | 


commonly called Bill, are (especially Bill) creations that remind 
one pleasantly of THACKERAY. 

‘‘T am emphatically of opinion,” wrote that thorough Briton, 
Joun Everett Mixxa1s, in his outspoken Thoughts on our Art of 
To-day, ‘‘ that the best Art of modern times is as good as any of 
its kind that has gone before, and furthermore that the best Art 
in oa can hold its own against the world.” 

Nobly and bravely spoken, stout Sir Joun! and thanks to 
Mr. SPIELMANN for quoting these words in his latest publication 
(BLacKwoop) entitled Millais and his Work. Where indeed would 
be the modern value of TrT1an and VeLasquez without the col- 
laboration of those other two great masters, who give to all 
— the finishing touches, Messieurs Time and Varnish ? 

ithout fear or fayour is Mr. SpreLMann’s work written, and it 
will be heartily welcomed by all readers as at once interesting and 
instructive. 

Bravo, Miss Brappon! Most interesting is your latest novel, 
Rough Justice (Sturxuin & Oo.), and unsatisfactory in one point 
only, and that no unimportant one, seeing that, just when your 
million readers are expecting the condign punishment of the real 
culprit, who is an out-and-out villain, you quietly let the wretch 
go free. There may be, however, a cynicism underlying this 
apparently inexplicable tenderness, as you give him in marriage 
toa lady of title with money, who is as devoted to him as was Mrs. 
Micawber to her spouse, and so, when this rascally husband beco nes 
a Member of Parliament, she will watch him from the Ladies’ 
Gallery, will meet him at tea on the Terrace, wait for him to go 
home to dinner, and, in short, never lose sight of him for an 
instant. So the Baron is of opinion that, you, my dear Miss 
Brappon, as the authoress of this scoundrel’s being, couldn’t 
have done better for him had you hauled him up before judge and 
jery, and treated him to a public execution, or had you started 

im for Klondyke, and got him murdered en +oute. 
Tue Baron ve B.-W. 














~ Softly. “Yes, | was_8-B-oxx-wita A 8-s-8-1LvER 8-s-Poow Iv MY 
M-M-M-OUTH.” “ 
Kitty. ‘Ou, Mr. SorTiy, is THAT Wuy you Srutrer! 
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** Be 1 


rRUE AS Your NEVVY B'AIN’T A-GOIN’ TO MARRY THAT Miss GILEs ARTER ALL? 


‘““WeLL, you sEE, I 'vIsED UN TO GIE UP MATRIMONY, AN’ TAKE TO A TRADE.” 








DARBY JONES ON THE CRAND MILITARY. 


Tae Grand Military Meeting is a gather- 
ing which fully justifies the addition of 
25,000 or even more Recruits to the British 
Army. Il confess that whenever I attend 
this Very Particular “Come-Together” (I 
use the expression of a Bard not known 
to that Fame which only attended the 
Immortal SHAKSPEARE some centuries after 
his Lamented Departure into the Land 
where he had to meet the Plagiarised)—1 
repeat, whenever I attend this “V. P. 
C.-T.,” I am struck by the perfectly amaz- 
ing Army Corps of Matrons, Maids and 
Ministers (another softening expression ot 
mine), who assemble, regiment by rezi- 
ment, in more or less appropriate uniform, 
in the Members’ Inclosure and the Pad- 
dock. The dash of the Lancer, the swagger 
of the Dragoon, the “ well-I-don’t-wear-a- 
helmet” air of the Horse Gunners, ‘he 
step-and-fetch-it attitude of the Liners, 
who never fail to take our Messages of 
Peace or War across the Seas, the quasi- 
rollick of the Marines, the amiability of 
Ambulance Corps, and the Superb 
Hospitality of the Household Brigade, are 
all to be noted—reflected im the Great 
Garrison of the Amazons, who are always 
on duty under the romantic command of 


| Field-Marshal Joun Srranoe WINTER. 


| 


But oh! mon rédacteur, how these uni- 
form-included Amazons must smile when 
they see an exquisite Carbineer come a 
cropper, or an elegant Grenadier popped 


| into the brook, just as you or I would 
| combine the necessary soda with the sus- 


taining Cognac! I am afraid, Sir, that I 
am ribald because I have often joined in 
feminine laughter, which has not recog- 


|nised the fact that smashed ribs and 
broken collar-bones are no more appre- 
ciated nuwadays by the Chevalier-Sufferers 
than they were in the days of Ivanhoe and 
Brian de Bois Gwilbert. “To predict 


casualties would perhaps be a certainty,” 
as my friend Count von Sticktorr, who 
always rides in the uniform of the 23rd 
Mounted Police at the Wies- 


Pomeranian 





Ais 








“HE LOVES ME—LOVES ME NOT! 





baden Steeplechase, says; but in the Open 
Course on Friday the Bard, unbowed down 
by misfortune at Lingfield, may point a 
moral as follows : — 
You may get the place with Chaise, 
Then you're aisy to think of B. P., 
And C. P. may your tipsters amaze, 
But the pick of the basket is C. 

Having propounded this Conundrum, 
and watch it as closely as a Teetotal Po- 
liceman does a licensed house, 

I remain, honoured Sir, 
Your own satellite, Darsy Jongs. 








ALICE IN HOSPITAL LAND. 


Mr. Poncn has a very sincere pleasure, 
heightened by old memories and personal 
association, in appealing to all other chil- 
dren and lovers of children to support the 
fund now being raised for the endowment 
of an “ Alice in Wonderland” cot at the 
Great Ormond Street Children’s Hospital. 
He can think of no more appropriate way 
of recording gratitude for all that Lewis 
Carrouu’s books have been to children, 
young or old; for hours of health made 
happier, for suffering made more light to 
bear. Mr. Punch notes with satisfaction 
that Atice, the actual original ALicz (now 
disguised as Mrs. Harcreaves) is on the 
General Committee. He hopes that this 
new month the donations may come drop- 
ping in like March Hares. Mr. J. T. Buack 
(Messrs. A. and C. Brack), Soho Square, 
is Hon. Treasurer and holds the Hat, 
marked “ This style, 10s. 6d.” ; but smaller 
(or even larger) contributions towards the 
necessary £1,000 will be gratefully received, 
either by him or by the St. James's 
Gazette, Dorset Street, Whitefriars, E.C. 
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MR. PUNCH’S “ANIMAL LAND.” 
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rESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Topsy, M.P. 


‘‘ Beware when all Irishmen speak well of 
| thee!” 


in GERALD BALFoUR’s sensitive ear as he 
| saton the Treasury Bench, after introdu- 
| cing his Local Government Bill. Not that 


provocation unparalleled. For once united, 
Irish Members rose up and called the Chief 
Secretary blessed. Quite a relief to have 
Davitr put in his knife and turn it in 
wounds of landlord, hurt afresh with pro- 
| mise of having half his r-rates paid by 
British taxpayer. Others, allured by 
prospect of deposition of Grand J uries, and 
of small farmer relieved of moiety of 
County Cess, might close their eyes to the 
bribe offered to the landlord. Honest 
MicnaEL Davitt, uncompromising where 
he believes truth to be involved, not to be 
ny 

‘““Conspuez les landlords!” he cried, 
determined that TannER shouldn’t have a 
monopoly of French atte House of Com- 
Inons. 

This variation served to make more 
striking the prevailing note. 

‘ Forget whether you were in the House 
at the time,” I continued, determined to be 
cheerful. “If you were, you will remem- 
ber that when, in 1886, Mr. G. brought in 
his Home Rule Bill, the one enthusiastic 
cheer that broke the ominous chill of its 

reception rang through crowded chamber 





he is the sort of man to —— up. But! 


TTouse of Commons, Monday, Feb. 21.— | 


Thought it kind to drop this observation | 





The Kurnle n dom 


Don’t wish to say anything discouraging. 
But it’s a rum place is the House of Com- 
mons. Things are not always as they 
seem. More especially where a measure 
deals with Ireland, a Leasty reception on 
its introduction 18 ominous.” 

“Oh, G. B.’s all right,” said Sark, 
| when I mentioned my kindly offices, ‘‘ The 
Irish Members, uncommonly sharp chaps, 

have taken his measure and like it. Doesn't 
seem at first sight the sort of man who 
| would get on well in Ireland. But he is, 
and does. Irishmen of all classes coming 
|in contact with him, know that he really 
| loves Ireland, holds her interest first in his 
| estimation, and is ready to fight for it. He 
—_ more than half his holiday time in 
e country, and, what’s much more, takes 
Lady Berry with him. An Irish Member 
said to me the other day, ‘Geratp Bat- 
rour and his wife toge _ make the best 
Chief Secretary we ‘ve had in Ireland since 
DrumMonp’s time.’ That's a quaint way 
of putting it, but it’s shrewdly said.” 
usiness done.—Irish Local Government 
Bill introduced. Irish Members hail it 
| with trumpets, omitting wins, 

/ ueeday.—When the Irish Members are 
unanimous, their unanimity leaves nothing 
| to be desired in the way of completeness. 
| As Sark says, the one touch of nature that 

| makes all Irishmen kin is op yportunity to 
finger Saxon gold. Given that, personal 
prejudices and all other considerations are 
set aside. The wolf dwells with the 
lamb, the leopard lies down with the kid, 
the calf, the young lion and the fatling 
together, and Colonel SaunpERson leads 
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when he announced that Bill proposed to 
exclude Irish Members from Westminster. 
Yet, you know, that was the Ad int on 
which both the Bill and & were 
broken. It was selected as ‘aes jumping- 

off ground of the Dissentient Liberals. 























| out at a quarterto 
ThA 
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them. Which is the wolf, which the lamb, 
which the calf, and which the young fat- 
ling, are matters of detail that can be set- 
tled as soon as the truce is broken. But 
there is no doubt about SAUNDERSON. 

He was up to-night as spokesman of the 
really United Irishmen, wanting to know 
from Priyce ARTHUR when he is going to 
appoint the Commission on Financial Rela- 
tions between Great Britain and [Ireland ? 
If‘he has not made up his mind on that 
point, then at least let him give a day to 
discuss the business. 

Prixce Artur almost melted to tears 


a 
b TX ee ee 


NANSEN STARTLED AT LAST (BY,THE PARLIAMENTARY WALRUSES). 


‘turn. Supplementary Estimates the first 
Order of Day. Votes raising in succession 
question of English and Scotch Education 
and of policy in South Africa. Just when 
House thought it was going to get into 
Committee and do a little work, Jonn 
DILLON moves adjournment in order to 
discuss as matter of urgent public import- 
ance recent row with police at Westport. 
So public business set on one side whilst 
Irish Members rowed round in faint echo 
of good old times, when PRINCE ARTHUR 
was Chief Secretary and PARNELL led a 
united | arty. 





a 
-- 


[** Dr. NaNSEN visited the House of Commons on Monday evening, February 21, and met some 
old acquaintances.” 


at the menagerie arrangement alluded to 
above. 


done pretty well. 
Bill assigned to the distressful country a 
trifle over £700,000 a year. (Here the voice 
of the lamb was heard bleating that the 
whole of this went to the wolf—meaning 
the landlord.) Prrvcz Artnur brightened 
up a little at this evidence of continued 
existence of the old Adam. and went on 
more firmly to declare that he really could 
not, at the moment, promise any more. 
United Irishmen subsequently met in 
Committee Room No. 15; some disposition 
shown to give expression to their dis- 
appointment with PrincE ARTHUR'S re- 
sponse by dropping the Chairman out of the 
window. Discovery made that that wary 
old campaigner had had the windows 
screwed up, Committee adjourned. 
Business done.—First private Members’ 
night of the Session —., by a court- 
t. 
ecole Whattoer Treland may be in 
other relations, no ° 
liam matters it is the predominsnt 
Party. seemed that to-day the 
other members of the firm might have a 


Easy to see what it all meant. On Mon- 


With faltering voice and hesitating| day, as mentioned, Irish Members and 
manner he hinted that Ireland had already | Chief Secretary publicly embraced. 
Brother GERALD’s little | 


Sang 
together the well-known hymn— 
Then blessings on the falling out 
That all the more endears, 
When we fall out with those we love, 
And kiss again with tears. 

Fo ty-eight hours’ reflection shown the 
Irish Members that would never do. All 
very well in House of Commons and with 
English audience. Not the sort of thing 
to go down in Ireland. N , with 
least possible waste of time, to get up public 
row with Chief Secretary. Westport inci- 
dent opportune; so motion for adjourn- 
ment agréetdt upon, and little plot success- 
fully carried out, 

Brother GERatD for his part nothing 
loth to take a hand at the game. He, too, 
feels a little uneasy after Monday’s per- 
formance. Irish landlords inclined to Took 
with ici on Chief Secretary who 





and 
ignestioti' that. in: Pur- | Acco 


strokes the tangles of Jonn Dr_ion’s hair 
s°with Tm Heaty in the shade. 
mgly: Brother G. threw himself into 
the fray with sémething uncommonly like 
a whoop of delight. Jonn Druton roared 
in quite his ancient style. Nationalist 





Members got up steam; Chief Secretary 
shouted contradiction across floor of 
House; Ditton made angry rejoinder. 
Climax reached when veiled but unmis- 
takable allusion was made by Brother G. 
to Witi1aM O’BrRIEn’s tr——s. Plot well 
conceived and played with spirit. But, 
after all, farce alittle hollow. House glad 
when it was over and work began. 

Business done.—On Supplementary Vove | 
for Colonial Service, Don Jose explains 
how much better they manage things in | 
France, leaving the Colonial Secretary 
with a free bend 





Friday.—Estimates, involving far-reach- | 
ing reform of Army, introduced by Brop- 
RICK in speech of conspicuous lucidity. In | 
old times the Colonels and the Generals, | 
horse and foot, would on such incentive | 
have deployed, making a cheerful night of | 
it. Now modestly retired to the rear whilst | 
those eminent strategists, Field-Marshal | 
Sir Cuartes Ditxe, V.C., and Adjutant- | 
General Arnoup-Forster, D.S.O., put | 
matters right. 

Pretty to see the Duke of Connavent 
listening from Peers’ Gallery with rapt at- 
tention to ArNoLp-Forster. As for four 
sergeants in uniform in the back Gallery, 
they were so impressed that, as first syllable | 
of his commanding voice fell on their ear, | 
they with one accord rose to salute. Wan- | 
ted, they explained, to remain “at atten- 
tion” whilst he declaimed the Order of the | 
Day. The lay mind of the Crown messen- 

in attendance on the Gallery implacably 
dense. 

“Oh,” they said, “you can pay atten- 
tion just as well sitting down. You see, 
that 's the way people listen here.” 

Business done.—Army Estimates intro- 


dneed. 








MODERN SCHOOL OF ADVERTISEMENT. 


SWEETUEART. — Never despair. Expect | 
you on Saturday. Of course you will | 
come on your new Chainless Cycle, which 

ou have had fitted with Loopum’s | 
icensed detachable, double tube, non- | 
slipping, pneumatic tyres at the Wheel 
Works, Westminster. 


DariLInG MaBet.—I shall never make soup 
again without using a tin of Brevine, 
the new Extract of Mutton. Ask your 
grocer for it.— Yours ever, NELLIE. 





‘*Tr she be not fair for me, what care I 
how fair she be.”—Use Gildine, the new 
preparation for changing black, brown, 
or red hair into the most glorious golden 
tresses. One bottle will make you fair 
for ever. Sold everywhere. 


“Don’t be angry, father.”—*‘* Music hath 
charms to soothe the savage breast.” 
For 3s. tid. we will send you one of our 
Matchless Melodions, two for 7s. No 
home can be happy without one. Plays 
any melody, restores harmony in the | 
household, and soothes the angry parent. 
Write at once, JANGEL & Co. 


FrED.—Return home, all will be forgiven ; 
but don’t forget to bring with you a 
bottle of ‘“Cherriwine,” new tonic 
and preventative for influenza. Only 
~ 9d, per imperial pint, or 21s. per 

lozen ! 
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This Grand 
Old Whiskey 
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Willlame’ Shaving Sticks - 1/- 
Luxury Shaving Tablets - 1/- 
American Shaving Tablets 6d. 


Sold by Chemists, Hair- 
dressers and Perfumers all 
over the world, or mailed to 
any address on receipt of 
price in stamps, by The 
|. B. Wituiams Co, 64, 
Great aay -_ Street, London, 
W.C., of 1, Clarence Street, 
>y ir ney. 


FPACTORIES-— 


GLASTONBURY, CONN., U.S.A. 
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Sold by all Chemists, Druggists, and Grocers throughout the Kingdom. 
Sole Importens : 
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“COOPER” CYOLES. 


From £5 10s. Compe ition Defied Latest design | 











FIRST QUALITY 
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CIGARETTES. 


UNEQUALLED 





FOR DELICACY AND FLAVOR. 


FOR COMPLAINTS of the STOMACH, LIVER, de., DRINK | 


WIGHY GELESTING sx 





INGRAM & ROYLE, 52, FARRINGDON STREET, LONDON, E.C. | 


BEDFORD. 
Ploughs, Harrows, Cultivators, 
Haymakers, Horse Fakes — 
Trussers, Mowers, Hi 

oil Engines, & Lig 









eelerity and 
comfort in 
writing. Of 
all pens 
most 

famc us 


35+ Perce rw *) Lon pon, 
ad ee A 
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Keep a Pictorial Diary of the 
Year's events with an 


Eastman Cartridge System 


KODAK 


Photography is so easy 
and so sure that anyone 
can make good photo- 
graphs without previous 
experience. 


NO DARK ROOM NEEDED 
For changing Films. 


Prices £1. 1s. to £§. 5. 
iMustrated Price Lists Pree. 


BASTMAN tretertarsce., ura. 


43, CLERKENWELL ROAD, 


Retail Branches: LONDON, E.C, 


60, Cheapside, B.C. 
#16, Oxtord Street, W. 
No Camera is a “ KODAK" 


unless made the 
EASTMAN COMPANY. 
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MARK 


‘A beautiful white Skin is rare. 


How rare, one may learn by walking down 





ia street in Paris, New York or London on 
* week-day— particularly an unfashionable 
street 
tory complexions encountered in the course 


of a mile. Where dark complexions are 





massed, they make the whites look bleached- | 


‘out, unwholesome, and sometimes frankly 
| ghastly. The splendid black satin skins of 
the South African Zulus of Durban seemed 
‘to me to come very close to perfection. I 


can see those Zulus yet. Keeping them in 


‘my mind, I can compare those complexions 
with the white ones which are streaming 


past this London window now :— 


A lady : Complexion, new parchment. 
Another lady: Complexion, old parchment. 
Another: Pink and white ; very fine. 
Man: Greyish skin, with purple areas, 
Man: Unwhwolesome fish belly skin. 
Girl: Sallow face, sprivkled with freckles 


Old woman: Face whitey-gray. 
Young butcher: Face a general red flush. 
Jaundiced man: Mustard yellow. 


Elderly lady: Colourless skin, with two conspicuous 


moles. 
Elderly man—a drinker: Boiled-cauliflower nose 
in a flabby face veined with purple crinklings. 
Healthy young gentleman: Fine fresh com- 
plexion. 


Sick young man: His face a ghastly white. 


‘No end of people whose skins are dull | 


| 

| 

| PEARS’ SOAP is sold throughout the world by all dealers in such articles, but to obtain it one musi 
insist on having it and not submit to having imitations or substitutions foisted on one for 
the sake of the extra gain thus obtained by selling the inferior article. 


Ask for PEARS’ and take nothing else. 


THE COMPLEXION. 


From “More Tramps Abroad." Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


POSSESSES ES ES ES OS EDES ODES ODES ES ED ES ED EDESES OLED EDODOD 


-and keeping count of the satisfac- | 


TWAIN 


Published by Messrs. Chatto & Windus, 


and characterless modifications of the tint 
which we miscall white. Some of these 
faces are pimply; some exhibit other signs 
of diseased blood; some show scars of a tint 
out of harmony with the surrounding shades 
of colour. The white man’s complexion 


makes no concealments. It can’t. It seems 
to have been designed as a catch-all for 
everything that can damage it. Ladies have 
to paint it, and powder it, and cosmetic it, 
and diet it with arsenic, and enamel it, and 
be always enticing it, and persuading it, and 
pestering it, and fussing at it to make it 


beautiful; and they do not succeed.” 





The ever-genial and amusing MARK TWAIN is en- 
tirely correct, they do not succeed, for painting and 
powdering, cosmetics and enamels will never make the 
skin healthy and beautiful; but a really good and) 
appropriate Toilet Soap will, to wit, hear what the) 
greatest dermatologist who ever lived, the late 


Sir ERASMUS WILSON, F.R.S., 


(President of the Royal Coliege of Surgeons,) 
has said upon the point :— 
** The use of a good Soap is certainly calculated to 
preserve the Skin in health, to maintain its com- 
plexrion and tone, and prevent its falling into wrinkles. 
PEARS is a name engraven on the memory of the 
oldest inhabitant ; and PEARS Soap is an article 
of the nicest and most careful manufacture, and one 
of the most refreshing and agreeable of balms for 
the Skin.’’ 
and this opinion is endorsed by numerous other well- 
known Surgeons, as well as by innumerable professional | 
ladies whose business it is to be beautiful. 











w Stuart Smith, of N Loraine Road, Hollow Parish Mary 
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Offices of Mesars. Bradbury & Co., Limited, 
City of London--Sarransy, March 6, 1008. 
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